— 
» Se + 


AS IT 1$ PERFORMED AT THE 


* 


= 
M7 
2 
* 
— 
* 
bt 
0 
O 
4 
N 
2 
© 
: 
* 
* 
2 
wn 


/ o 
, ? 
| * 
| . if 
7 . Pu v a * 
85 ; \ , 1 4 
* ” i 2 4 * 7 | "= os 2 4 | 
| r . Ks 0 3 
[ e. . 8 | ; 
- F | 9 + : —- ' 7 , 4 4 
Audacem faciebat amor——  - Ovid. © 
” ö p N f 4 " i 0 : - | 
n 2 * on n 
} ms; 2. , es, © 22 LIC 
ST 
. | g 
> * 7 0 — 
1 4 * / 
= . 5 . D 0 P / : 
| $4 N29 uy; þ 
7 WW» 
p 0 ; = 1 ", N 0 : — * 
| PRINTED FOR r. BECKET, PALL-MALE, ” 
| . | — * SL " wy” — J 


. 1 * . * * 1 
4 4 - * * — ” * 
* " be 
* 1 , 
©" # \ 4 4 * * 
= —＋ 


Tor 5 s ce LXXXVTL, DES : 


Trees ox reine 


— 


ow 
- # - 
=> * 
* 
of 
* 
* - 
mol oF — — 


2 


1 — 2 
1 
—— y 
. * 
& +. 
"yy fp wo ad 
- 
% 
p ; 
; 0 * 
- 
* % >» © wt, 9 
Lk © 44 3 1 hi 


_ 
* d - 


Mas. 9 R R 0: 


| MADAM, 


AFTER nas: my . to the, Performers of 255 


this Farce, for the great juſtice they have done me, I 
muſt beg leave to addreſs myſelf in particular to you. 


As your Wiſhes produced the piece, and your per- 


formance has raiſed it into ſome conſequence, to whom 


can it be ſo property addraſſed Youwas before ranked 


in the firſt claſs, of pur Theatrical Geniuſes, and now. 


you have the additional Merit of transforming the 


Gxtcran DAUenrER Tt the Trier Wipow, that. 


is, of finking to theJoweſt note, from the top of the 


compaſs ! . 


Permit me, 1 like other Coxcombs, to boaf 
fome favours I have retjived—You perform the prin- 


cipal character, ſome ftews-papers have criticiſed the 


Farce, and the audiences have laugh'd heartily at it, 


mere not I as ſenſible as the ſevereſt Critic of them 


all, that it is a trifle not worth the o, 1 Jus * 


MP my real name, inflead of, 
| Madan, 
| Your great admirer, 
And humble ſervant, 


THE AUTHOR. 
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SCENE 1. WHITTLF: HOUSE. 
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Mg # „ 
LY 


Enter BATES and SERVANT. _ 
Bates. 

8 he gone out? His card tells me to come di- 
rectiy I did but lock up ſome papers, take 

my hat and cane, and away I ee! 

Seru. My maſter d you will ſit down, * will 

egy immediately he had ſome buſineſs with his 
wyer, and went out in great haſte, leaving the 
1 11 have deliver'd. 1450 is my young 

alen nn | Exit Serv. 
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Bates. What: lively Billy |—hold, I beg your 

pardoh—rmelancholy i iam 1 think—here's A 

fine revolution—I hear your Uncle, who was laſt 

month all gravity, and you all mirth, have chang d 

characters; he is now all ſpirit, and you are in 

the damps, young man. | 
nes; Nepb. 


* * 
„ 
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Neph. And for the fame reaſon This journey 
to Scarborough will unfold the riddle. 
Bates. Come; come, in plain Engliſh, and be- 
fore your Uncle comes explain the matter. 
Wepb. In the firſt place Jam undone. * 
Bates: In lovę I know—T hope your Uncle is not 
undone too that would be the devil ! N 
Neph. He has taken poſſeſſion of him in every 
ſenſe. In ſhort, he came to Scarborough to ſee 
the lady TI had fallen in love with 
Bates. And fell in love himſelf? 
Niepb. Yes, and with the ſame lady. 
Bates. That is the devil indeed 


Nepb. O, Mr. Bates] when I thought my hap- : 


pineſs complete, and wanted only my Uncle's 
conſent, to give me the uy xeon he ſo often 
has promis'd me, he came to Scarborough for that 
2 and wiſh'd me joy of my choice; but in 
eſs than a week, his approbation turned into a 
paſſion for her; he now hates the ſight of me, 
and is reſolv'd, with the conſent of the father, to 
make her his wife directly. 1 | 
Bates. So he keeps you out of your fortune, 
won't give his conſent, which his Brother's fooliſh 


will requires, and he would marry himſelf the ſame' 


woman, becauſe right, title, conſcience, nature, juſ- 
tice, and every law, divine and human, are againſt it. 
Neph. Thus he tricks me at once both of wife 
and fortune, without the leaſt want of either. 
Bates, Well ſaid, friend #bittle! but it can't 
be, it ſhan't be, and it muſt not be this is murder 
and robbery in the ſtrongeſt ſenſe; and he ſhan t be 
hanged in chains to be laughed at by the whole 
town, if I can help it. N 


/ | * 5 Nepb. 


— 
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Neph. I am diſtracted, the Widow i is diſtreſs'd, 
and we both ſhall run mad. | 
Bates. A Widow too 'gad a mercy, threeſcore | 
and five 75 

Nepb. But ſuch a Widow ! the i is naw in town 
with her father, who wants to getheroffhis hands? 


tis equal to him who has her, ſo the is provided 


for I hear ſomebody coming: I muſt away to hex 
lodgings, where ſhe waits for me to execute q 
ſcheme directly for our delivery. 

Bates. What js her name, Billy 2 

' Neph. Brady. 

Bates Brady} 1s not ſhe the daughter of Sip 
Patrick O'Neale ? 

Neph. The ſame. She was ſacrificed to the moſt 
ſenſeleſs, drunken profligate in the whole country: 
He lived to run gut his fortune, and the only ad- 
vantage ſhe got from the union was; he broke that 
and his neck, befqre he had broke her hear. 

Bates.” The affair of marriage is in this country 
put upon the eaſieſt footing ; there is either love 
nor hate in the matter; neteſfity brings them to- 
gether; they are united at firſt for their mutual 
convenience, and ſeparated ever after for their 
particular pleaſures—O rare matrimon ! — Where ä 
does ſhe lodge? | 

Neph. In Pall. Mall, near the Hotel, 

Bates. I'll call in my way, and aſſiſt at the con- 
ſultation; I am for a bold ſtroke, if Sun me- 
thade og fail. 

Nepb. We have a plan, and a Guirized one, if 
my ſweet Widow is able to go through it pray let 
us have your friendly e 1s the cauſe 
of love and reaſon, | 
Vote 
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Bates. Get you gone, with your love and reaſon, 
che ſeldom pull together now- a-days— Il give 
r Uncle a doſe firſt, and then I'll meet you at 


the Widow 's—What fays your Uncle's privy coun- 


| ſellor, Mr. Thomas, to this ? 
Nepb. He is greatly our friend, and will enter 
ſincerely into our ſervice he is honeſt, ſenſible, 
ignorant and particular, a kind of half coxcomb, 
with a thorough good heart but he's here. 
Bates.. Do you go about your buſineſs, and leave 


the reſt to me. A N ſephew, 
Enter TroMAs. 


Mr. Thomas, I am glad to ſe you; upon my word 
you look charmingly—you wear well, Mr. Thomas, 


Tho. Which is a wonder, copſidering how times 


o, Mr. Bates—they'll wear, and tear me too, if 
Bo 't take care of myſelf —my old maſter has taken 
the neareſt way ta wear himſelf out, and all that 
belong to him. 

Bates. Why ſurely this ſtrange ſtory about town 
is not true, that the old gentleman is fall'n in love? 
Tho. Ten times worſe than that 
Bates. The devil! 
Tho. And his horns—going to be married is 
Bates. Not if I can help it. 
_ Tho. You never ſaw ſuch an alter d man in your 
born days ! —he's grown young again; he friſks, 
and prances, and runs about, as if he had a new 
pair of legs—he has left off his brown camlet ſur- 
tout, which he wore all ſummer, and now with his 
hat under his arm, he goes open breaſted, and he 
drefles, and powders, and ſmirks, fo that you 
a take him for the mad F renchman i in Bed- 


lam— | 


am reſolute. 


THE IRISH WIDOW. 8 

lam ſomething wrong in his upper ſtory would 1 
you think it? —he wants me to wear a pig-tail! !- 

Bates. Then he is far gone indeed ! 

Tho. As ſure as you are there, Mr. Bates, a pig- 


tail! —we have had ſad work about it—T made a 


compromiſe with him to wear theſe ruffled ſhirts 
which he gave me; but they ſtand in my way—L 
ain not ſo liſtneſs with them tho' I have ty'd'up 
my hands for him, I won't tie up my head, that!! 
Bates. This it is to be in love, Thomas ? | 
Tho. He may make free with himſelf, he ſhan't 
make a fool of me he has got his head into a bag, 
but I won't have a pig: tail tack d to mine and ſo 


I told hi 


Bates. What did you tell him? | 

Tho. That as I, and my father, and his father 
before me, had wore their own hair as heaven had 
ſent it, I thought myſelf rather too old to ſet-up 
for a monkey at my time of life, and wear a pig- 
tail—he ! he! he !—he took it. <1 

Bates. With a wry face, for it was wormwood. 
' Tho. Yes, he was frump'd, and call'd me old 
blockhead, and would not ſpeak to me the reſt of 
the day but the next day he was at it again—he 
then put me into a paſion—and I could not help 
telling him, that I was an rs rome born, and 
had my prerogative as well as he; and that as my 


as I had breath in my body, 1 was for liberty, an 


a ſtrait head of hair! | 

Bates. Well ſaid Thomas---he could not anſwer 
than: 4 te - OY EARN on SG 

Tho. The pooreſt man in England is a match, 


for the greateſt, if he will but ftick to the laws of 


the land, and the ſtatue books, as they are deli- 


vered down from us to our fore - fathers. 


— 


B a Bates. 


. » 
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Bates, Non are right---we TY lay our wits to- 

gether, and drive the Widow out of your old maſ- 
ter's head, and put her into your young maſter's 

hands. 

' - The. With all my heart---nothing can be more 

meritorious—marry at his years! What a terrible 


⁊ecount would he make of it, Mr. Bates! - let me 


ſſte on the debtor - ſde ſixty- five · and pet contra 
creditor a buxom Widow of twenty-three---He'll 
be a bankrupt in a fortnight----he ! he ! he 

Bates. And ſo he would, Mrs Thomas. What | 
have you got in your hand 55 

Tho. A pamphlet my old gentleman takes i in 
he has left of buying hiſtories and religious pieces 
by numbers, as he uſed to do; and fince he has got 
this Widow in his head, he reads nothing but. the 
Amorous Repolitory, Cupid's Revels, Call to Mar- 
Triage, Hymen's Delights, Love lies a Bleeding, 
Love in the Suds, and ſuch liketender compoſitions. 
5 Bates. Here he comes, with all his folly about 

1 
Tho. Yes, and the firſt fool from Vanity 8 
Heav'n help. us---love turns man and woman 


topſy turvy | Well Thomas. 
| WarriLs (without.) 
Whers is he ? where is my good friend : 

; Enter Wir. 


He here he is give me your hand 
Bates. I am glad to ſee jou in ch ſpirits, ny 
old gentleman. 
Whit. Not ſo old neither---no man ought to bo 
called old, friend Bates, if he is in health, ſpirits, 


and 


Bates. In his ſenſes- Which 1 mould rather 
| doubr, as I never ſaw you half Io frolickfome in 


BET Whit, 


ſtudyd at Lincoln's-Inn, they uſed to call me 


ways lick d me at ſchool - thoug 
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Whit. Never too old to learn, friend; and if I 
don't make uſe of my philoſophy now, I may 
wear it out in twenty years -I have deen always 
banter'd as of too grave a caſt- you know when I 


Young Wiſdom, 
Bates. And if the af e Kwang call you Old F olly, ir 


' will be a much wo 


Mbit. No young 1 dare to call me ſo, 
while I have this friend m. ide. (Touches his fevord. 

Bates. A hero too! what in the name com- 
mon ſenſe is come to you, my friend ?---high ſpi- 
rits, quick honour, a long ſword, and a bag !---you 
want nothing but to be terribly in love, and t 
you may ſally forth Knight of the Woeful Caune 
tenance: Ha ! ha! ha 
Mbit. Mr. Bates the ladies, who are the beſt 
Judges of countenances, are not of your opinion; 
and unleſs you'll be a little ſerious, | muſt beg par- 
don for me you this trouble, and III open my 
mind to ſome more attentive friend. | 

Bates. Well, come unlock then, you wild, 
handfore, 1 Yigorauys young dog you---I will pleaſs 

you if 

6. dene you never ſaw me look bettor, 
Frank, did you? ' 

Bates. O yes, rather better farty years 

Whit. What, when I was at We Thee | 
School ? 

Bates. At Lincol Inn, Tom, | 

Whit, It can't be---I never diſguiſe my age, and 
next February, I ſhall be fifty- four. 

Bates, Fifty-four ! why I am fxry, , and you al- 

I believe I 

could do as much for you now, _ 'ecod I beheve 


ou deſarva it too · : | 
. n Whit. 
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Mit. I tell you ] am in my fifty-fifth year. 

Bates. O, you are---let me ſee we were toge 
— at Cambridge, anno Domini twenty-five, 
which is near fifty years ago---you came to the 
college indeed ſurprizingly young, and what is 
more ſutprizing, by this calculation you went to 
ſchool before you was born ou was always a for- 
ward child. 

Whit. I fee there is no talking or conflilting 
wich? you, in this humour, and fo, Mr. Bates, when 
you are in temper to ſhew leſs of your wit, and 
more of your friendſhip, I ſhall conſult with you. 

Bates, Fare you well, my old boy---young fel- 


low, I mean---when you have done ſowing your 


wild oats, and have been bliſtered into your tight 
ſenſes; when you have half kill'd yourſelf With 

being a bean, and return to your woollen caps, 
flannel waiſtcoats, worſted ſtockings, cork ſoles, 
and gallochies, I am at your ſervice again; fo bon 
jour to you, Monſieur Fifty-four, ha] ha! | Exit. 
Whit. He has certainly heard of my affair---but 


he is old and peeviſh---he wants ſpirits, and 


ſtrength of conſtitution to conceive my happineſs 
I am in love with the Widow, and muſt have 
her: Every man knows his own” wants---let the 
world laugh, and my friends ſtare; let em call 
me imprudent, and mad, if they pleaſe---I live-in 
good times, and among people of faſhion, ſo none 
of my neighbours, thank heaven, can have che aſ- 
ſurance to kat at me. 25 


Enter OLD Kzckskv. | 4 


' Keck. What my friend Whittle ! joy! joy! to 

you, old boy---you are going, a going! a going! 
à fine Widow has bid for you, and will have you 
hah, friend ? a!l for the . is nothing 
like 
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like it—hugh ! hugh ! hugh — ood wife is a 


good thing, and a young one is a better—hah—. 

who's afraid ? If I had not lately married one, 1 

ſnould have been at death's door by this time 

hugh ! hugh ! hugh! - 

Whit. Thank, thank you, friend — was com— 
ing to adviſe with you—l am got into the. pound 

again—in love up to the ears —a fine woman, 


faith; and there's no love loſt between us—am I 


right, friend? 

Keck, Right! ay, right as my vs Tom ! Life's 
nothing without love—hugh ! hugh I am hap- 
py as the day's long ! my Wife or es gadding, and 

can't ſtay at home, ſo we are both of a mind — 


ſhe's every night at one or other of the garden 


places; but among friends, I am a little afraid of 
the damp; hugh ! hugh !.hugh ! ſhe has got an 
Iriſh gentleman, a kind of couſin of her's, to take 
care of her; a fine fellow; and ſo good natur d 
It is a vaſt comfort to have ſuch à friend i in a fa- 
mily! Hugh ! bugh! hugh! 

Whit. You are a bold man, couſin Keci j 

Keck. Bold! ay to be ſure; none but the brave 
deſerve the fair—Hugh ! hugh ! who's — an 

' hit. Why your wife is five feet ten. 

Keck. Without her ſhoes. I hate your little 
ſhrimps ; none of your lean meagte French frogs, 
for me; I was always fond of the majeſtic ; give 
me a ſlice of a good Engliſh ſurloin; cut and 
come again; hugh'! hugh ! hugh ! that's my taſte. 

-I/þit. I'm glad you have ſo good a ſtomach 
and fo you would adviſe me to marry! 'the Widow 
directly? 

Keck. To be ſure you have not a moment to 
loſe; I —_— mind what the poet ſays, # 

5 


od. THE IRISH WIDOW, 
. *Tis folly to bſe time, 


; Ii ben man is in his prime: 
Hugh ! hugh! hugh! 


Whit. You ba an ugly cough, couſin. 
Keck. Marriage is the heſt logenge for it. 


Fhit. You have raiſed me from the dead I am 


glad you came - Fraub Hates had almoſt killed me 
with his jokes but you have comforted me, and 
we will walk thro” the park ; and I will carry you 


to the Widow i in Pall-mall. 
"Keck. With all my heart — III raiſe her ſpi- 


rits, and . 8 too Courage, 2 7 om—come along— 
Who's afraid ? [ Exeuns, 


SCENE, THE bones LODGING. 
Enter Wipow, Neruxw, and BATES. 


Bates. Indeed, Madam, there is no other: way 
but to caſt off your real character, and aſſume 
eign d one; it is an extraordinary occaſion, oa 
requires extraordinary meaſures ; 3 up a ſpirit, 
and dq it for the honour of your ſex. 

* Nep#, Only conſider, my ſweet Widow, that 
our all is at ſtake. 


Ma. Could I bring my heart to a& contrary. to 


3 feelings, would not you hate me for being a 
hypocrite, tho it is done for your ſake ? 
Nepb. Could 1 think myſelt capable of ſuch in- 
Itidem— 
Mid. Don't make fine ſpeeches ; you men are 
ange creatures, you turn our heads to your pur- 
5 and then deſpiſe us for the folly you teach 


us; tis hard to aſſume a character contrary to my 


diſpoſition ; I cannot get rid of my unfaſhionable 
_ prejudices, till I have been married in England 
ome time, and lived among my betters. 


\ 


Neph. 


= acre fir 
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Neph. Thou charming adorable woman! what 
ſhall we'do then? I never wiſh'd for a fortune till 
this moment. 

Wid. Could we live upon affection, I would give 


: your fortune to your Uncle, and thank him. for 


taking it; and then —— 
Nepb. What then, my ſweet Widow ? .. _ 
Mid. I would deſire you to run away with me 


as faſt as you can—What a pity it is, that this 


money, which my heart deſpiſes, ſhould hinder ' 
its happineſs, or that for the want of a few dirty 
acres, a poor woman muſt be made miſerable, and 
ſacrificed twice to thoſe who have them. 

Neph. Heaven fotbid ! theſe exquiſite ſentiments 


endear you more to me, and diſtract me with the 


dread of loſing you. 

Bates. Young folks ; let an old man, who is not 
quite in love, and yet will admire a ſine woman to 
the day of his death, throw in a little advice 
among your flames and darts. 

Mid. Tho' a woman, a widow, and in 3 too, 


1 can hear reaſon, Mr. Bates. 


Bates. And that's a wonder you have no time 


to loſe; for want of a jointure you are ſtill your 


father's ſlave; he is obſtinate, and has promiſed 
you to the old man: Now, Madam, if you will 
not riſe ſuperior to your ſex's weakneſs, to ſecure 
a young fellow inſtead of an old one, your eyes 
are a couple of hypocrites. 
Wig. They area couple of traitors I'm ſure; and 


have led their miſtreſs into a toil, from which all - 
her wit cannot releaſe her. 


Nepb. But it can, if you will but exert it ; my 
Uncle ador'd and fell in love with you for your 
beauty, ſoftneſs, and almoſt ſpeechlefs Ka es 
Now, if amidſt all his rapturous ideas of your de- 

WAN * 
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licacy, you would bounce upon him à wild, rant- 
ing, -buxom.widow ; he will grow ſick of his bar- 
gain, and give me a fortune to take you off his 
hands. Ne Wo 
Mid. I ſhall make a very bad actreſs. 

Neph. You are an excellent mimic ; aſſume but 
the character of your Iriſh female neighbour in 
the country, with which you aſtoniſh'd us ſo agree. 

ably at Scarborough; you will frighten my Uncle 
into terms, and do that for us, which neither my 
love nor your virtue can accompliſh without it. 

Mid. Now for a trial---(mimickiug a ſtrong brogue) 
fait and trot, if you will be after bringing me be- 
fore the old Jontleman, if he loves muſic, I will 
trate his ears with a little of the brogue, and ſome 
dancing too into the bargain, if he loves capering 
| —O' bleſs me! my heart fails me, and I am 
frightened out of my wits; I can nevergo through 
it. 25 ; [Nephew and Bates both laugh. 
Neph. [ Kneeling and kiſſing her hand.] O tis ad- 
mirable ! love himſelf inſpires you, and we ſhall 
conquer; what ſay you, Mr. Bates? 40 

Bates. I'll inſure you ſucceſs ; I can ſcarce be- 
lieve my own ears; ſuch a tongue and a brogue 
would make Hercules tremble at five-and-twenty ; 
but away, away, and give him the firſt broadſide 
in the Park; there you'll find him hobbling with 


that old cuckold, Key. | 
id. But will my dreſs ſuit the character I play? 


Nepb. The very thing; is your retinue ready, 
and your part got by heart? N 
Mid. All is ready: tis an act of deſpair to pun- 
iſh folly, and reward merit: tis the laſt effort of 
pure honourable love; and if every woman would 
exert the ſame ſpirit for the ſame out- of- faſhion ra- 
tity, there would be leſs buſineſs for Doctors Com- 


* 


IONS : 


y_— ” Y 


* 8 
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mons : Now let the critics laugh at me if they 


dae - T Exit zoith girl 
NMepb. Brava ! braviſſim#! ſweet Widow ! 
TR after her. 
Bates, Huzza | huzza (Exit. | 


SCENE, THE PARK. 


Enter WarrtTLE and Kzckszv. . 
WWhit. Ves, yes, ſhe is Iriſh, but ſo modeſt, ſo 


mild, and fo tender, and juſt enough of the accent 


to give a peculiar ſweetneſs to her words, which 
drop from her in monſyllables, with ſuch a deli- 
cate reſerye, that I ſhall have all the comfort, 
without the impertinence of a wife. | 
Keck.” There pur taſte differs, friend ; I am for 
a lively ſmart girl in my houſe, hugh ! hu h! to 
keep up my ſpirits, and make me'mer don't 
admire' dumb waiters, not 1, no ſtill-life for me ; : 
I love the prittle prattle, it lets me to ſlee 
can take a ſound nap, while my Sally and E rl 
ſin are running and playing about the houſe like 
young cats. 

Whit. Jam for no cats in my houſe ; I cannot 
fleep with a noiſe ; the Widow was made on pur- 
poſe for me ; ſhe is ſo baſhful, has no acquaint- 
ance, and ſhe never would ſtir out of doors, if her 


friends were not afraid of a conſumption, and ſo 


force her into the air: Such a d wer creature! 
you ſhall ſee her; you were always for a tall, chat- 
tering, friſky wench ; now for my part! am with 


the old ſaying, 
Wife a mouſe, 


iet houſe ; 
Wife a cat, 
Dreadful that. 
Keck, vn care * your ſay ings—who's afraid 
C Whit. 
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Mbit. There goes Bates, let us avoid him, he 
will only be joking with us; when L have taken a 
ſerious thing into my head, I can't bear to have it 
laugh'd out again. This way, friend Keckſey— 
what have we got here? | 6 
Keck. (lo king out) Some fine prancing wench, 
with her lovers and foctmen about her ; ſhe's a gay 
one by her motions. | 
Whit. Were ſhe not fo flaunting, I ſtould take 
it for—No, it is impoſſible; Be yet is not that 
my Nephew with her? I forbad him fpeaking to 
her; it can't be the Widow; I hope it is not. 


Enter Wi pow followed by NA PHRw, three Foot- 
men and a black Boy. | 72 


Mid. Don't bother me, young man, with your 


darts, your cupids, and your pangs; if you had 
half of em about you, that you ſwear you have, 
they would have cur'd you, by killing you long 
ago. Would you have me faitleſs to your Uncle, 
hah! young man? Was not I faitful to you, till 
I was ordered to be faitful to him? But I muſt 
know more of your Engliſh ways, and live more 
among the Engliſh ladies, to learn how to be faitful 
to two at a time—and ſo there's my anſwer for you. 
Neph. Then I know my relief, tor I cannot live 
without you. i I.: Exit. 
id. Take what relief you plaſe, young Jontle- 
man, what have I to do with dat? He is certainly 
mad, or out of his ſinſes, for he ſwears he can't lixe 
without me, and yet he talks of killing himſelf ? 
How does he make out dat? If a countryman of 
mine had made ſuch a blunder, they would have 
put it into all the news-papers, and. Faulkner's 
Journal beſide ; but an Engliſhman may look over 
the hedge,” while an Iriſhman muſt not ſtale a horſe: 
N Keck: 
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Keck: Is this the Widow, friend #Þ:ittle 2 - 


Whit. I don't know, (fighing) it is, and it Te) 


mid. Your ſervant Mr. Mbitiol; 1 wiſh you 


would ſpake to your Nephew not to be whining and 
dangling after 0 all day in his green coat like à 
7 It is not for my reputation that he ſhould 


low me about like a beggar-man and afk me fot 
what I had given him long ago, but have ſinee be- 


ſtowed upon you, Mr. þittol. 


Mbit. He is an impudenc beggar, uns ſhall be | 
_ really fo, for his difobedience. | 


Wid. As he can't live without me, you kno js 
will be charity to ſtarve him : I wiſh the poor youn 
man dead with all my heart, as he thinks it hi 
do him a great dale of good. 

Keck. (to Whittle) She is tender, Indeed! and I 


think ſhe bas the brogue a little— hugh! hugh! 


Whit: Tis ſtronger to day than ever [ heard it 
Haring 
Wid. And are you now talking of my brogue? It 


is always the moſt fulleſt when the wind is aeſterly; 


it has the ſame effect zupon me, as upon ſtammer- 


ing people—they can't ſpake for their impediment, 
and my tongue is fix'd ſo looſe in my mouth, I can't 


ſtop it for the life of me. 
Whit. What a terrible misfortune, friend Keckſey 


lay J. 
Nil When the wind changes? hve no brogue at all, 


Kick. Not at all; the more tongue the i er 


f 


at all, But come, Mr. Mbitiol, don't let us be vul- 3 


gar and talk of our poor relations: It is impoſſible 
to be in this metropolis of London, and have any 


thought but of Operas, Playe, Maſquerades, and 
Pantaons, co keep up one's ſpirits in the winter; 
and Ranelagh, Vauxhall, and Marybone fireworks 


to cool and refreſh one in the ſummer.— La! la! la, 


Arge! 
C2 SR / © 
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Mbit. [proteſt ſhe puts me into a Feat; we 
ſhall have a mob about us. 

Keck. The more the merrier, I ſay—who's afraid ? 

Wid. How the people ſtare!” as if they never 
ſaw a woman's voice before; but my vivacity has 
got the better of my good manners. This, I ſup- 
poſe, this ſtrange Gentleman, is a near friend and 
relation, and as ſuch, notwithſtanding his appar- 
ance, I ſhall always trate him, though I might diſ- 
like him upon a nearer acquaintance. 

Keck. Madam, you do me honour; I like your 
frankneſs, and 1 like your perſon, and I envy my 
triend Whittle, and if you were not engaged, and 
I were not married, I would endeayour to make 
myſelf agreeable to you, that I _— 0 
hugh! 

id. And indeed Sir, it would be very agraable 
to me; for if 1 did hate you as much as I did my 
firſt dare huſband, I ſhould always have the comfort, 
that in all human probability, my terments would 
not laſt long, 

Reck. She utters ſomething more than mono- 
ſyllables, friend; this is better than bargain : She 
has a fine bold way of talking. 

Whit. More won than welcome! I am ſtruck all 
of a heap! 

Mid. What are you jow-ſpltized, my dare Mr. 
Whittol ? When you were at Scarborough, and 
winning my affections, you were all mirth and 
gaiety; and now you have won me, you are as 
thoughttul about it as if we had been married ſome 
time. 

Whit. Indeed, Madam, I can't Wi 47 I am a 
little choughtſul—we take it by turns; you were 


very forrowful a month ago for the loſs of your uf 
ban 
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band, and that you could dry up your tears ſo ſoon, 


| naturally makes me a little thoughtful. 


Mad. Indeed I could dry up my tears for a dozen 
huſbands when I was ſure of having a tirteenth like 
Mr. Whittol ; that's very natural ſure both in 
England and Dublin too. 

Keck. She won't die of a conſumption ; ſhe has a 
fine full-ron'd voice, and W be very happy, 


Jom — Hugh! hugh! 


Mbit. O yes, very happy. 
Wid. But come don't let us be melancholly before 


the time: I am ſure I have been mop'd up for a 


year and a half—1 was oblig' d to mourn for my 
firſt huſband, that I might be ſure of a ſecond; and 
my father kept my ſpirits | in ſubjection, as the beſt 
receipt (he ſaid) for changing a widow into a wife; 
but now I have my arms and legs at liberty, I myſt 
and will have my {wing : now 1 am out of my cage 
I could dance two nights together, and a day too, 
like any ſinging bird; and I'm in ſuch ſpirits that 
I have got rid of my father, I could fly over the 
moon without wings, and back again, before din- 
ner. Bleſs my eyes, and don't 1 fee there Miſs 
Nancy O' Flarty, and her brother, Captain O' Flarty ?. 
He was one of my dying Strephons at Scarborough 
I have a very grate regard for him, and muſt 
make him a little miſerable with my happineſs. 
(curtſeys.) 
Come along Skips (to the evans) don't you be 
goſtring there; ſhew your liveries, and bow to your 
maſter chat is to be, and to his friend, and hold up 
your heads, and trip after me as lightly as if you 
had no legs to your feet. I ſhall be with you again, 
Jontlemen, in the crack of a fan—Q, PII have a 
huſband, ay, marry. * finging. 
| Keck. 
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Keck. A fine buxom widow, faith! no acquain- 
tance—delicate reſerve—mopes at home—forc'd 
into the air—inclin*d to a conſumption—W hat a 
deſcription you gave of your wife! Why ſhe beats 
my Sally, Tom. ok. an 
Mbit. Yes, and ſhe'll beat me if 1 don't take 
care]! What a change is-here! I muſt turn about, 
or this will turn my head: Dance for two nights 
together, and leap over the moon! you ſhall dance 
and leap by yourlelf that I am reſolv'd. 
Keck. Here ſhe comes again; it does my heart 
good to ſce her Tou are in luck, Tom. 
Whit. I'd give a finger to be out of ſuch luck. 
18 Enter Widow, Ce. 2 
Wid. Ha! ha! ha! the poor Cap ain is marched 
off in a fury: He can't bear to hear that the town 
has capitulated to you, Mr. Mbitiol. I have pro- 
miſled to introduce him to you: He will make one 
of my danglers to take a little exerciſe with me, 
when you take your nap in the aſternoon. 
Whit. You ſhan't catch me napping, I aſſure you. 


What a diſcovery and eſcape I have made! I am in f 
a ſweat with the thought of my danger! 0 

Keck. I proteſt, Couſ, there goes my wife, and 

Ber friend Mr. Mac Brawn. What a fine ſtately 
couple they are! I muſt after *em, and have a laugh te 
with them now they giggle and walk quick, that if 
| I nmay*nt overtake &em. Madam, your ſervant. | 

8 You're a happy man, Tom. Keep up your ſpirits, 

4 old boy. Hugh ! hugh 1 Who's afraid ! Exit. an 
| VWid. I know Mr. Mac Brawn extremely well— m 
He was very intimate at our houſe, in my firſt buſ- WI 
band's time; a great comfort he was to me to be thi 
ſare ! He would very often leave his claret and com- my 
e 


panions for a little converſa. ion with me : He was 
2 | bred fol 
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bred at the Dublin Univerſity, and being a very 


deep ſcholar, has fine talents for a tate: a- tate. 
Mbit. She knows him too! I ſhall have my houſe 


overrun with the Mac Brauns, O' Shoulders, and 


the blood of the Backwells : Lord have mergy upon 
me | 


Mid. Pray, Mr. Whittol, is that poor ſpindle- 


legged crater of a couſin of your's, lately married? 
ba ! ha ! ha! I don't pity the poor crater his wite, 
for that agraable cough of his will ſaon reward her 


for all her ſufferings. 


Whit. What a delivery! a reprieve before the 
knot was tied; Aide. 

Mid. Are you unwell, Mr. bitt? I ſhould be 
ſorry you would fall ſick before the happy day. 
Your being in danger afterwards would be @ great 
conſolation to me, becauſe I ſhould have the plea- 


ſure of nurſing you myſelf. 


I hit. 1 hope never to give you that nie. Ma- 
dam. 
Wid. No trouble at all, atall; I aſſure you, Sir. 
from my ſoul, that I ſhall take great delight in the 
occaſion. 12 

Mbit. Indeed, Madam, I dene it. 

Wid. I don't care how ſoon; the ſooner the bet- 
ter; and the more danger ihe more hanour ; I 
Toe. from my heart. 

Whit. And bo do l from mine, Madam. (Agb. 
Wid. But don't let us think of future pleaſure, 
and neglect the preſent ſatisfaftion. My mantua- 
maker is waiting for me to chuſe my. clothes, in 

which I ſhall forget the ſorrows of Mrs. Brady, in 
the; joys of Mrs. Vbittol. Tho' I haye no fortune 
myſelt, 1 ſhall bring a tolerable one to You, in 
debts, Mr. Mpbitiol, and which I will pay you tin- 
fold in tenderneſs z your deep purſe, and my open 
heart, 


— 
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heart, will make us the envy of the little grate 
ones, and the grate little ones; the people of qua- 
lity with no ſouls, and grate ſouls with no caſh at 


all. 1 hope you'll. meet me at the Pantaon this 


evening. Lady Rantiton, and her daughter, Miſs 
Nettledown; and Nancy Tittup, with half a dozen 


Maccaroonies, and two Savoury Vivers, are to take 


me there, and we propoſe a grate deal of chat and 
merriment, and dancing all night, and all other kinti 
of recreations. 1 am quite another kind of a crator, 
now I am a bird in the fields; I can junket about 


a week togetber; 1 have a fine conſtitution, and 


am never moleſted with your naſty vapours ; are 
you ever troubled with vapours, Mr. Mbitiol? 

Whit. A little now and then, Madam. 

Mid. I'll rattle em away like ſmoke ! there are 
no vapours where I come; I hate your dumps, 
and your nerves, and your megrims; and I had 
much rather break your reſt with a little racketting, 
than let any thing get into your head that ſhould 


not be there, Mr. V bitiol. 


Whit. J will take care that. nothing ſnall be in 
my head, but what ought to be there: What a de- 
liverance? | ( Aſide ) 

Wid. (looking at ber watch ) Blek me ! how the 
hours of the clock creep away when we are plas'd 
with our company: but I muſt lave you, for there 


are half hundred people waiting for me to pick 


your pocket, Mr. Mpbittol; and there is my own 
brother, Lieutenant O' Neale, is to arrive this mor- 
ning, and he is ſo like me, you would not know us 


aſunder when we are together; you will be very 


fond of him, poor lad-! he lives by his wits, as you 
do by your fortune, and ſo you may aſſiſt one ano- 


ther. Mr. Whiltol, your een, *till we mert at 
| 1 tlie 
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the Pantaon. Follow me, Pompey ; and Skips do 
you follow him. 
Pomp. The Baccararo whiteman not let blacky 
boy go firſt after you, miſſis, they pull and pinch me. 
Foot. It is a ſhame, your Ladyſhip, that a black 
negro ſhould take place ot Engliſh chriſtians—we 
can't follow him, indeed. | 1 
Wid. Then you may follow one another out of 
my farvice 3 if you follow me, you ſhall follow 
him, for he ſhall go before me; can't I make him 
your ſuperior, as the laws of the land have made 
him your equal? therefore reſign as faſt as you 
plaſe, you ſhan't oppaſe government and keep your 
places too, that is not good politics in England or 
Ireland either, ſo come along, Pompey, be aſter go- 
ing before me Mr. Mbittol, molt tinderly your's. 
the N * [ Exit, 8 
Whit. ¶ Maſt tinderly yours] (mimicks ber.) Ecod 
I believe you are, and any body's elſe; O what an 


eſcape have I had ! But how ſhall I clear myſelf of 


this buſineſs ? I'll ſerve her as I would bad money, 
put her off into other hands : My Nephew is fool 


enough to be in love with her, and if I give him a 


fortune he'll take the good and the bad together 
he ſhall'do ſo or ſtarve. I'll ſend for Bates directly, 
confeſs my folly, aſk his pardon, ſend him to my 
Nephew, write and declare off with the Widow, and 
ſo get rid of her tinderneſs as faſt as I can. | Exit. 


END OF. THE FIRST ACT, 


D | ACT 
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4 ROOM IN WHITTLE'S HOUSE. 


f:\1 


Enter Bates and NEPHEW. 


Nephew, {taking bim by the hand. 
| E are bound to you for ever, Mr. Bates ; 
l can ſay no more; words but ill expreſs 
the real feelings of the heart. 
Bates. I know you are a good lad, or I would 
not have meddled in the matter, but the buſineſs 
is not yet completed till Sgnatum & figillatum. " 
 Nepb: Let me fly to the Widow and tell her how 
proſperouſly we go on. WY i LINER 
Bates. Don't be in 4 hurry, young man; ſhe is 
not in the dark I aſſure you, nor has ſhe yet finiſn'd 
her part; ſo capital an actreſs ſhould not be idle 
in the laſt act. | : me, w 
Nepb. I could wiſh that you would let me come 
into my Uncle's propoſal at once, without - gxing 
him farther. Tres 0 . 
Bates. Then I declare off; thou filly young man, 
are you to be dup'd by your own weak good nature, 
and his worldly craft? this does not ariſe from his 
love and juſtice to you, but from his own miſerable 
ſituation; he muſt be tortur'd into juſtice; he ſhall 
not only give up your whole eſtate, which he is loth 
to part with, but you muſt now have a premium for 
agreeing to your oun happ neſa; what, ſhall your Wi- 
dow, with wit and ſpirit that would do the greateſt 
honour to our ſex, go thro? her taſk chearfully, and 
ſhall your courage give way, and be outdone by a 
- woman's ? —fie for ſhame! % 
| Nepb. 
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Nepb. © beg your pardon, Mr. Bates; I willfol- 


Jo your directions; be as hard hearted as my Uncle, 
and vex his botly and mind for the good 


of his ſoul. 
Bates. That's a good child, and remember that 


- your own and the Widow? future happineſs depends 
upon your both going through this buſineſs with ſpi - 
_ _ ritz make your Uncle feel for himſelf, that he may do 


Juſtice to other people. Is the Widaw ready for the 

laſt experiment? | 
 Nepb. She is; but think what anxiety I ſhall feel, 

while ſhe is in danger? 

Bates. Ha! hal hal ſheꝰ' ll be in no danger; beſi des, 


| ſhan't we be at hand to aſſiſt her; hark I hear him 


coming; Ill probe his callous heart to the quick; 


and if we are not paid for our trouble, ſay I am no 


politiciag ; fly—now we ſhalldo! {| Exit Ne. 
Enter Wuirrrx. = | 


Whit. Well, Mr. Bates, have you talk'd with - 
my Nephew, is not he overjoyed at the propoſal? 

Bates. The demon of diſcord has been among 
you, and has untun'd the whole family; you have 
ſcrew'd him too high; the young man is out of his 
ſenſes, I think; he. ſtares and mopes about, and 
ſighs; looks'at me indeed, but gives 8 81 


' - anſwers; I don't like him. 


Whit. What is the matter, think you? 

Bates. What I have always expected; ; thereisa 
crack in your family, and you take it by turns 
you have had it, and now transfer it to your Ne- 
phew; which, to your ſhame be it ſpoken, is the 
only transfer you have ever made him, 

Mbit. But am not 1 going to do him more than 


juſtice? 


Bates: As you have done him much leſs than jul- 


ney tice hikers: you can't begin too ſoon. 


3 li.. 
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Whit Am not I going to give him the lady he 
Jikes, and which I was going to marry myſelf ? 

Bates. Yes, that is, you are taking a perpetual 
bliſter off your own back, to clap it upon his; 
what a tender Uncle you are? 

Whit. But you don't conſider the eſtate which 
1 ſhall give him, 

Bates. Refiore to him you mean—'tis his own, 
and you ſhould have given it * long ago ;. you 
muſt do more, or old nick will have you; your 


Nephew won't take the Widow off your hands 


without a fortune ; throw him ten thouſand into 
the bargain. 
Whit. Indeed but I ſhan't; he ſhall run mad, 


and Tl marry her myſelf rather than do that ; Mr. 


Bates, be a true friend, and ſooth my nephew to 
conſent to my propoſal. 

Bates. You have rais'd the fiend, and ought to 
lay him; however, I'll do my beſt for you; when 
the head is turn'd, nothing can bring it right again 
ſo ſoon as ten thouſand pounds; ; ſhall 1 . 
for you? 

Whit. Ill ſooner 90 to Bedlam myſelf. 

| [Exit Bates. 

_ Whit. Why I'm in a worſe condition than Iwas 
before! If hi Widow's father will not let me be 
off without providing for his daughter, I may 
looſe a great ſum of money, and none of us be, the 
better 10 or it: My Nephew half mad; myſelf 
half married ; and no remedy for either of us. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Serv. Sir Patrick O Neale is come to wait upon 
you, would you pleaſe to ſee him ? 
Whit. By all means, the. very perſon I Wanted 


don t let him wait. [ Exit ſervait. 
J won- 


- 
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I wonder if he has ſoon my letter to the Widows 
] will ſound him by degrees, that I may be ſure of 
any mark before I ſtrike the blow. 


Enter Sir PATRICK, 


Sir Pat. Mr. Whizzle, your humble rn; : 
it gives me great pleaſure, that an old Jontleman 
of your property, will have the honour of 'being 
united with the family of the Q'Neal's ; we have 
been too much Jontlemen, not to ſpend eureſtate, 
as you have made yourſelf a kind of Jontleman 


by getting one; one runs out one way, and to- 
ther runs in another, which makes them both 


meet at laſt, and keeps up the balance of Europe. 
Whit. I am much oblig'd to you, Sir Patrick ; 
I am an old gentleman, you ſay true; and I was 
thinking | 
Sir Pat. And I was thinking if you was ever ſo 
old, my daughter can't make you young again; 
ſhe has as fine rich tick blood in her VEINS, as any 
in all Ireland. I wiſh you had a ſwate crater. of a 
daughter like mine, that we might make a dou- 
ble croſs of it. 
I bit. That would be a double croſs indeed! 
(afide.) 
Sir Pat. Tho' I was miſerable enough with my 
firſt wife; who had the devil of a ſpirit, and the 


very model of her daughter, yet a brave man ne- 


ver ſhrinks from danger, and I may have better 
luck another time, | 

Whit. Yes, but I am no BB 46 man, Sir Patrick, 
and I begin to ſhrink already. 

Sir Pat. I have bred her up in great ſubjection; : 
ſhe is as tame as a young colt, and as tinder as a 
ſucking chicken ; you will find her a true Jontle- 
woman, and ſo knowing,. that you can teach her 

nothing; 


f 


110 


1 your daughter's great deſerts, and as 1 own I have 
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2. : ſhe brings every thing but money, and 
5 have, ory hof that, if you haye nothing 


We” Elle 455 hat is What I call the balance of things. 
Bhi. 


Wet. have. been conſidering your daugh- 
ter's RN eſerts, and my great age, 
Sir Pax. She. is . charming crater; I would 


I Re” to ſay, chat; if I. was not her father. 


it. I ſay; ge” as I have been conſidering 


tdemerits— | 
Sir Pat. To be. ſure you have, but you can't 


e , en u 


i > 
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ny thing, of a fleering/at your age, or your ſtin- 
25 = the 1 power, uh I would make 
r repate it a hundred times to your face, to 

15 aſham'd of it ; but mum, old gentleman, 
che devil a word of your infirmities will ſhe touch 
upon; I have brought her up to ſoftneſs, and 
_ to. gentleneſs, | as a kitten to new milk; ſhe will 
» Hubs. nothing but #0, and yes, as if ſhe were 
dumb; and no tame rabbit or pigeon will keep 
_ houſe, or be more inganious with her -necdle and 


_,,tambourine.. 
Mbit. Sh e is Fall altered then, fince I ſaw her 


. laſt, or I have loſt my ſenſes, and in either caſe we 
had d mu here Jo ſince L re _ 125 not 


e together — 1 


$7 Hat. Till you are enge 


you mean 


r with all my heart, it is the more gentale for that, 


1 5 089 ne £07 en: t, ne unte 


Andi like our family: I never ſaw lady O'Neal, 
your mother-in law, who poor crater 1s dead, and 
can never be a. b e 174 in, till the week 


before 1 married her, and I did not care if I had 


never. ſeen her then, which i is a comfort too in 
ole ee, or e in life. 
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Whit. But you 1 don't underftand He, All Paßt t al 


1fay— 

$i Pat.'T fay, how can that be, when! we boch : 
ſpake En liſh > 83 

Whit. But you miſtake my meaning, * a 
comprehend me. 

Sir Pat. Then ou don't comprehend] yourſelf, 
Mr. JWhizzle, and I have not the gift of prophe- 
cy, to find out after you have . what N. 
was in you. | 

Whit. Let me intreat you to attend to me 4 | 
little 

Sir Pat. I do attend, man; 1 don't incerrupe, F 
you—out with il. | 

I/hit. Your daughter 3 

Sir Pat. Your wife that is to be. Go on— | 

Whit, My wife that is not to be—Zounds ! will” 
you hear me? 

Sir Pat. To be, or ot to be, is that the W 


tion? I can fivear too, if it wants a little of that. 


Whit. Dear Sir Patrick, hear me, 1 confeſs. 
myſelf unworthy of her; I have the greateſt re- 
gard for you, Sir Patrick ; I ſhould think myſelf 
honoured by being in your e but there are 
many reaſons— 

Sir Pat. To be ſure there are many a | 
why an old man ſhould not marry a young woman; 
but that was your buſineſs and not mine. 

Whit. I have yrote a letter to your daughter, 
which I was in hopes you had ſeen, and brought 
me an anſwer to it. 7 


Sir Pat. What the devil, Mr. Whizzle, do you 0 ; 


make a letter-porter of me? Do you, imagine, 
you dirty fellow, with your caſh, that Sir Patrick 
O'Nale would carry your letters? I would have 
you know that I deſpiſe letters, and all that be- 
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long to em; nor would 1 carry a letter to the 
ing, heaven bleſs him, unleſs it came from my- 


* 
Mbit. But, dear Sir Patrick, don' t be in a paſ- 


ſion for nothing. 


Sir Pat. What, is it nothing to make a penny-poſt 


man of me? But I'll go to my daughter directly, 

for I have not ſeen her to-day, and if I find that 
you have written any thing that I won't underſtand, 

I ſhall take it as an affront to my family, and you 
ſhall either let out the noble blood of the O'Nales, 
or I will ſpill the laſt drop of the red puddle of 
the Whizzles, - (Going and returns.) Harkee, you 


Mr. Hhizzle, Wheezzle, Whiſtle, what's your name? 


You muſt not ſtir till I come back; i you offer to 
ate, drink, of ſleep, till my honour. is ſatisfy'd, 
'twill be the worſt male you ever took in your life; 
you had better faſt a year, and die at the end of fix 
months, than dare to lave your houſe. So now, 
Mr. Weezle, you are to do as you plaſe. [Exit. 
Mbit. Now the devil is at work indeed! it ſome 


miracle don't ſave me, I ſhall run mad like my 
Nephew, and have a long Iriſh ſword through me 


into the bargain. While I am in my ſenſes, I 
won't have the woman ; and therefore he that is 


out of them ſhall have ker; if I give half my. for- 


'xune to make the match. Thomas ? 
| Enter Tuomas. | 
Sad work, Thomas | 


. Tho, Sad work, indeed ! ! why: would you think | 


of marrying ? I knew what it would come to. 
Whit. Why, what is it come to ? 
Tho. It is in all the papers. 


Mbit. So much the ae u nobody vil | 


rr it. 
ax Tho. 


Js 
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Tho. But they come to me to enquire. 
Whit. And you contradict it. 
Tho. What ſignifies that ; I was telling Lady 


| Gabble's footman at the door Juſt now, that it was 


all a lye, and your Nephew looks out of the two- 


. pair-of-ſtairs window, with eyes all on fire, and 
tells the whole ſtory ; upon that there gather'd 


ſuch a mob 


Whit, I ſhall be murder'd, and have my houſe 


pull d down into the bargain ! 

Tho. It is all quiet a I told them the 
young man was out of , op ſenſes, and that you 
were out of town, ſo they went away quietly, and 
ſaid, they would come and mob you another time. 

Whit. Thomas, what ſhall I do ? 

Tho. Nothing you have done, if you will have 
matters mend. 


Whit. Tam out of my depth, and yo won't lend 


me your hand to draw me our. 


Tho. You were out of your depth to fall in love ; 
ſwim away as faſt as you can, youll be N if 
you marry. 

Whit. Pm frighten'd out of my wits; yes, yes, 
tis all over with me, I muſt not ſtir out of my 
houſe ; but am order'd to ſtay to be murder 'd in 
it for aught I know ; what are you muttering, 
Thomas ? prithee ſpeak out, and comfort me. 

Tho. It is all a judgement upon you; becauſe 
your brother's fooliſh will ſays, the young man 
muſt have your conſent ; you won't let him have 
her, but will marry the Widow yourſelf ; that's 


the dog in the manger ; you can't eat the oats, and 


won't let thoſe who can. 


Whit. But I conſent that he ſhall hes both-the 
Widow and the fortune, if we can get him into his 


E N Tho. + 


right ſenſes, 
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Tho. For fear I ſhould loſe mine, II. get out of 
Bedlam as ſoon as poſſible ; you muſt provide your- 
ſelf with another Er vant. 
Whit. The whole earth conſpires againſt me! 

you ſhall ſtay with me till I die, and then you 
ſhall have a good legacy, and I won't hve long I 
promiſe you. {Knocking at the door. 

Tho. Here are the undertakers already. [Exit, 
Whit. What ſhall I do? my head can't bear it; 
I will hang myſelf for fear of being run thro! the 
body. 
| Tho. [returns with bills.) Half a ſcore people I 
never ſaw before with theſe bills, and draughts 
upon you, for payment, ſigned Martha Brady. 

Whit. I with Martha Brady was at the bottom 
of the Thames; what an impudent extravagant 
baggage to begin her tricks already; ſend them to 

the devil, and ſay I won't pay a farthing. 
. bo. You'll have another mob about the doors 
[ Going. 

Whit. Stay, ſtay; Thomas; tell them I am very 
buſy, and they muſt come to-morrow morning; 
ſtay, ſtay, that is promiſing payment; no, no, no 
tell em they muſt ſtay till I am married, and ſo 
they will be ſatisfied, and trick'd into the bargain. 

Tho. When you are trick'd we ſhall all be fa- 
tisfied. (dfide.} [ Exit Thomas. 
| Whit. That of all dreadful things I ſhould think 

of a woman, and that woman ſhould. be a Widow, 
and that Widow ſhould be an Iriſh one; quem 
Deus vult pefdere—Who have we here? another 
of the family, I ſuppoſe.  _ | Whittle rerires. 


Enter Wipow, as Lieutenant O'NEALE, ſeemingly 
 flutter'd and PE up his ſword, TnoMas fol- 
loroing. 


Tho. ; hope you are not bun, Captain. 
_ Wid. 
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ind. O notat all, at all; tis well they run away, 
or I ſhould have ide them run faſter ; I ſhall 


teach them how to ſnigger, and look thro' glaſſes at 


their betters ; theſe are your Maccaroons, as they call 


themſelves ; 'by my ſoul but I would have ſtood 


ſtill, till I had overtaken them; theſe whipper- 
ſnappers look ſo much more like girls in breeches, 
then thoſe I ſee in petticoats, that fait and trot, it 
is a pity to hurt 'em; the fair ſex in London here 
ſeem the moſt maſculine of the two ; bu: o buſi- 
neſs; friend, where is your maſter? 


Tho. There, Captain, I hope he has not offended | 


you. 
Ei d. If you are impartinent, Sir, you will offend 
; lave the room. 


"7 ho.. I value my life too much * to do that— 
what a raw-bon'd tartar ! I wiſh he had not been 


caught and ſent here. [Aſie to his maſter, and Exit. 
If hit. Her brother, by all that's terrible! and 
as like her as two tygers ! I ſweat at the fight of 


him; I'm ſorry Thomas is gone; he has been 


quarrelling already. 
Mid. Is your name Whittol ? 
Whit. My name is #hittle, not Whittol. 
Mid. We ſhan't ſtand for trifles —and you were 
born and chriſten d by the name of Thomas-? 
Whit. So they told me, Sir. 


Mia. Then they told no lies, fait; ſo far, fo 


(Takes out a letter. 
Do v vou know that hand-writing ? 
Mbit. As well as I know this good friend of 
mine, who helps me upon ſuch occaſions. oh 
(Shewing' his right hand, and ſmiling. 
Mid. You had better not ſhew your teeth, Sir, 


il we come to the jokes the hand-writing is 


your's. 
Wit. 
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that you may 


between my juſtice and my paſſion 
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Mbit. Yes, [TR it is mine. (Sighs. 
Wig. Death and powder! what do you ſigh for ? 
Are you aſham'd or ſorry, for your handy works. 

Mbit. Partly one, partly t'other. 

W.d. Will you be plas'd, Sir, to rade 1 it DIY 

now it again, when you hare it. 
bit. (takes his letter and reads.) 
Madam (reads.) | 
Mid. Would you be plas'd to let us know what 


h Madam you mean? for woman of quality, and 
woman of no quality, and woman of all qualities, 


are ſo mixt together, that you don't know one 


from t'other, and are all called Madams; you 
ſhould always read the gs before you op- 


en the letter. 
Whit. I beg your pardon, Sir ; ; I don? c like this 
ceremony. (de.) To Mrs. Brady, in Pall-Mall. 


Mid. Now proſade — fire and powder oo | 
Fo. would | — 


mit. Sir! what's the matter ? 

Wid. Nothing at all, Sir; pray go on. 

Mbit. (reads. Madam—as I prefer your bappi- 
neſ to the indulgence of my oon paſſions | 


id. 1 will not prefer your, happineſs to the in- 


dulgence of my paſſions Mr. V bitttol, rade on. 
Whit. I muſt confeſs that I am unwortby of your 


. Charms and virtue. 


Mid. Very unworthy indeed ; rade on, Sir. 
Mbit. I have, for ſome days, had a ſevere ſtruggle, 


Mid. I have had no ftruggle at all: My juſtice 
and paſſion are agreed. 
Whit. The former has aa and I beg leave to 
reſign you, with all NONE NIE, to ſome more 
deſerv- 
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deſerving, tho* not more admiring fervant than your 


miſerable and devoted, Thomas Whittle. 


Mid. And miſerable and devoted you ſhall be— 
to the Poſtſcript; rade on. 
Whit. Paſſeript : Let me have your pity, but not 


your anger. 


Wid. In anſwer to this Love Epiſtle, you pitiful 


fellow, my ſiſter preſents you with her tindereſt 
wiſhes, and aſſures you that you have as you deſire, 
her pity, and the generouſly throws her contempt 
too into the bargain. 

Whit. Lm . oblig*d to her. 

Mid. I muſt beg lave in the name of al our fa 
mily to preſent the ſame to you. 
M bit. I am ditto to all the family. 


Wid. But as a brache of promiſe to any of our 8 


mily was never ſuffer'd without a brache into ſome- 


body's. body, I have fix d upon myſelf to be your 
operator; and I believe — pou will find that! 


have as fine a hand at this work, and will give you 
as little pain, as any in the three kingdoms. 
| Sils down and looſens her knee bands. 
' Whit. For heaven s ſake, Captain, what are you 
about? 


Wid. I always 1:ofen my garters for che advan- 


tage of lunging z it is for your- ſake as well as my 
own, for I will be twice thro* your body, before you 
_ ſhall feel me once. 
Whit. What a bloody fellow it is! 1 wiſh 7 Bo- 
mas would come in. 
Mid. Come, Sir, prepare yourſelf, you are not 


the firſt by half a ſcore, that [ have run thro' and © 
_ thro” the heart, before they knew what was the mat- 


ter with them. 
Mbit. But, Captain, ſuppoſe L will 1 n your 


- ſiſter. 
F _ 
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Wid. 1 have not 5 laſte objection if you re- 
cover of your wounds; Callagon O' Conner lives 
very happy with my great aunt, Mrs. Deborah 
O' Neale, in the county of Galloway; except a 
fmall aſthma he got by my runing him thro? the 
lungs, at the Currough ; he would have forſaken 
her, if I had not ſtopp'd his perfidy, by a famous 
family ſtiptic I have here: O ha! my little old boy, 
but you ſhall get it. (Draws. 
Whit. What ſhall I do ?—well, Sir, if I muſt, 
1. muſt; I'll meet you to-morrow morning in 
Hyde- Park, let the conſequence be what it will. 
. Wid. For fear you might forget that favour, I 
. muſt beg to be indulged with a little puſhing now; 
J have ſet my heart upon it, and two birds in hand, 
is worth one in the buſhes, Mr. Mbittol come, Sir. 
Whit. But I have not ſettled my matters. 
id. O we'll ſertle em in a trice, I warrant you. 
(Puts ber ſelf in a poſition. 
lit. But 1 don't underſtand: the iword z I had 
rather fight with piſtols. 
IWid. 1 am very happy it is in my power to oblige 
you; there, Sir, take your choice; I will plaſe 


you if I can. (Offers piſtols. 


Whit. Out of the pan into the fire!- there's no 
putting him off; if I had choſen poiſon, I dare 
twear he had arſenick in his pocket; look' ee, young 
gentleman, I am an old man, and you'll get no cre- 
dit by killing me; but I have a Nephew as young 


as yourlelf, and you'll get more honour in facing. 


him. 
id. Ay, and more pleaſure too - l expect ample 


ſatisfaction from him, after I have done your bu- 
ſineſs; prepare, Sir. 

Mbit. What the devil! won't one FW your 
turn? I can't fight; and I won't fight; Þll do 
any thing, rather than fight; Ill marty your ſiſter; 

my 


5 thod to reſtore us all to our ſenſes. 
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my Nephew ſhall marry her, PII give him all my 
fortune, what would the fellow have? Here * 


phew T. oomas murder ! murder! | 
He flies, and ſhe other; 


Enter BaTEs and N. EPHEW. 


- Neph. What's the matter, Uncle? 
Whit. Murder, that's all; that ruffian there 
would kill me, and eat me afterwards, | 

. Neph. I'll find a way to cool him! come our, 
Sir, I am as mad as yourſelf; I'll match you, I war- 


rant you. (Going out with him: 
Mid. I'll follow you all the world over. 
(Going after bim. 


Whit. Stay, ſtay, Nephew ; you ſhan't ſight, 
we ſhall be expos'd all over the rown, and you may 
loſe your life, and I ſhall be curs'd from morning 
to night; do, Nephew, make yourfelf and me 
happy; be the olive-branch, and bring peace into 
my family; return to the Widow; 1 will give you 
my conſent, and your fortune, and a fortune for 
the Widow, five thouſand pounds! Do perſuade 
him, Mr, Bates. 

Bates. Do, Sir, this is a very critical point of 
your life; I know you love her; *tis the ouly me- 
Wepb. I muſt talk in frier firſt with chis hot 

young gentleman. 

Vid. As private às you plaſe, Sir. 

Whit. Take their weapons away, Mr. Bates; 
and do you follow me to my ſtudy, to witneſs my 
propoſal; it is all ready, and only wants figning ; 
come along, come along. [ Exit, 

Bates. Victoria! victoria] give me your ſwords 
and piſtols; and now do your worſt ; you ſpirited 
loving young couple; I could ber out of * . 
| | xtt 
F 2 192 Tom. 


— 
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Tom. [peeping in) Joy, joy to you, ye fond 
| Ay pair; the fox is caught, and the young 
lambs may _ and play; I. leave you to your tran» 
ſports +. [ Exit. 

Neph. O my charming Widow ! what a day 
have we gone through? © 


Mid. I would go thro' ten times as much; to 


deceive an old amorous ſpark, like your uncle, o 
purchaſe a young one, like his Nephew 
__  Nepb. I liſten'd at the door all this laſt Gin ; 
my heart was agitated with ten thouſand fears; ſup- 
poſe my Uncle had been ſtout, and drawn his Gree, 
Wid. I ſhould have run away as he did; when 
two cowards meet, the ſtruggle is who. ſhall run 
firſt ; and ſure I can beat an old man at any thing. 
5 Nepb. Permit me thus to ſeal my happineſs. 
{kiſſes ber hand.) and be aſſured that 1 am as ſenſi⸗ 
dle, as I think myſelf undeſerving af it. 


Wid. ll tell you what, Sir; were I not ſure you 


deſerved fome pains, I would not have taken any 

ains for you; and don't imagine now, becauſe [ 
1 gone à little too far for the man J love, that I 
ſhall go a little too far when I'm your wife ; indeed 
I ſhan't : I have done more than I ſhould, before 1 
am your wife, becauſe I was in deſpair but won't 
do as much as I may, when I am your wife ; tho 
every Iriſh woman is fond of 1mitating * 
faſhions. f 

Neph. Thou ins adarable woman 


{Kneels and kiſſes her band. 
"Le WhrTTLE and BaTzs. (Whittle flares. 
Bates. Confuſion | aids. 


N bu. (turning to Bates.) Hey day! I am afraid 

his head is not right yet! he was kneeling and kit- 

ſing the Captain's hand, : (Ade to Bates. 
Bates. Take no notice, all will come abour. 

| [ fide io Whittle. 

I id. 


2 . r 
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Wid. I find; Mr. Whittol, your family loves Ki- 
fioz better thao fighting; he ſwears I am as like my 


ſilter; as two pidgeons : I could excuſe his raptures, . 
for I had rather fight the beſt friend I have, than 


lobber and ſalute I a la francoiſe. 
Enter Sir PATRICK O'Neare. 
Sir Pat." 1 hope, Mr. Whizzle, you'll excuſe my 


coming back to give you an anſwer, without hav- 


ing any to give; I hear a grate dale of news about 
myſelf, and came to know if it be true; they ſay 
my ſon is in London, when he tells me himſelf by 
letter here, that he's at Limerick; and I have been 
with my daughter to tell her the news, but ſhe would 


not ſtay at home to receive it, ſo J am come—OQO gre 


ma chree my little din ouſil crow, what have we'got - 


| here? a piece of mummery ! here is my fon and 
daughter roo, fait ; whatare you waring the breeches, 


Pat, to ſee how they become yop when you are 
Ms. Weezel ? 

Mid. | beg your pardon for chat, Sir! I wear 
them before marriage, becauſe, I think they become 
a women better than aftee, 


Whit. What, is not this your ſon?  (a/ eniſbed ) 


Sir Pat, No, but it is my daughter, and that is 
the ſame thing. 


Wid, And your Niece, Sir, which i 15 better than 


either. 
Mbit. Mighty well! and I ſuppoſe you have not 


loſt your wits, young man! 


' Nepb. 1 ſympathize with you, Sir; we loſt em 
together, and found 'em at the ſame time, 
Mbit. Here's villainy! Mr. Bates, give me the pa- 
per 3 not a farthing ſhall they have till the law gives 


it em. 


Bates. M ell chear the law and give it chem now. 


(Gives Nephew /be Peper 
Vt 


— 
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Wit. He may take his own, but he an' t lies « 


ſixpence of the five thouſand pounds I promis'd him. 
Bates. Witneſs, good folks, he owns to the promiſe. 
Sir Pat, Fait Il witneſs dat, or any thing elſe 
in a good cauſe. 
Whit. What, am de again 1 
Bates. Why ſhould not my friend be chogs'd out 
of a little juſtice for the firſt time? Your hard uſage 
has ſharpen*'d your Nephew's , wits, therefore be- 
ware, don't play with edge- took—you'l only cut 
our fingers. 
Sir Pat. And your trote too, which is all one ; 
. a to make all zy, marry my daughter firſt, 
and then quarrel with her afterwards ; that will be 
jn the natural courſe of Ange. | | 
Whit. Here, Thomas! where are you? 


tp” * Enter TwoMas. 


Whit. Here are fine doings! I am deceiv'd, 
trick'd, and cheated | 

Tho. I wiſh you joy, Sir; the beſt thing could 
have happen'd to you; and as a faithful ſervant I 
| have done my beſt to check you. | 

I dit. To check, me 

Tho. You were galloping full ſpeed, and down 


hill too, and if we had not laid hold of the bridle, 


being a bad jockey, you would have hung by your 
horns in the ſtirrup, to the great Joy of the whole 
town. | 

WV hit. What have you help'd to trick me ? 

Tho. Into happineſs : You have been fooliſh a 
long while, turn abour and be wiſe; he has got the 
womanand his eſtate, give them your bleſſing, which 
is not worth much, and live like a chriſtian for the 
future. 

Whit. I will if I can; but 1 look at em 31 


can't bear the ſound of my voice, nor the ſight of 
| "oy 


0 Ty 


my own face : Look ye, I am diſtreſs d, and dif- 


tracted ! and can't come too yet; I will be recon- 


cil'd if poſſible ; but don't let me ſee or hear from 
you, if you would have me forget and forgive you 
II ſhall never lift up my head again! 

Wid. 1 hope, Sir Patrick, that my prefering the 
Nephew to che Uncle will meet with your approba- 


tion; tho' we have not ſo much money, we ſhall 


have more love; one mind and half a purſe, in 
marriage, are much better than two minds and two 
purſes. 1 did not come to England, nor keep good 
company, till it was too late to get rid of my coun- 
try prejudices. 

Sir Pat. You are out of my bends, Pat, ſo if you 
won't trouble me with your afflictions, I ſhall * 
cerely rejoice at your felicity. 


Nepb. It would be a great abatement of my pre- | 


ſent joy, could 1 believe that this lady ſhould be aſ- 
ſiſted in her happineſs, or be ſupported in her afflic- 


tions by any one but her lover and huſband. 


Sir Pat. Fine nations are fine tings, but a fine 


eſtate gives every ting but ideas, and them too, if 


you'll appale to thoſe who help you to ſpend it.— 
what ſay you, Widow? 

Wid. By your, and their permiſſion, I will tell 
my mind to this good company; and for fear my 
words ſhould want ideas too, I "all add an Iriſh 
tune, that may carry off a bad voice, and bad matter. 

. | 


9 Widow bewitch'd with her paſſion, 
Tho? Iriſh; is now quite aſhamed, 
To think that ſhe's ſo out of faſhion, 
To marry and then to be tamed: 
is love the dear joy, 
That old-ſaſhion'd boy, 
Has got in my breaſt with his quiver; 
I The blind urchin be, ' 
Struck-the Ch la naa eree, 
And a huſband ſecures me for ever 
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THE IRISH WI DO w. | 


Ye Fair Ones I hope will excuſe me, 
Though vulgar pray do not ahuſe me; 
I cannot become a fine lady, 
O love has bewitch'd WI po Brax. 
1 | 
Ve C tics to murder fo willing, 
Pray ſee all our errors with blindneſs, 
For once change your method of killing, 
And kill a fond Widow with kindneſs; 3 
If you look ſo ſevere, 
In a fit of deſpair, 
Again I will draw forth my ſteel, sus: ; 
| You know I've the art, | 
To be twice through your heart, 
Before I can make you to feel A 
Brother Soldiers I hope you protect me. 
Nor let cruel-critics diſſect me, BEG 
To fayour my cauſe be but ready, , 
. ou'll find WI DoW BRA Dx. 
II. 
Ye Lache of dreſs and the faſhions, 
Who gallop poſt haſte to your ruin, 
| Whoſe taſte hasdeſtroy'd all your paſſions, 
Pray what do you think of my wooing ? 
Vou call it damn low, , 
Your heads and arms fo, (mimicke them) 
So liftleſs, ſo looſe and ſo lazy; 
But pray what can you, 
| That I cannot do? 
O fie y dear crators be azy: 
Vie Patriots and Courtiers ſo hearty 
To ſpeach. it and vote for your party, 
For once be both conſtant and ſteady, 
And vote to ſupport Wi bo] n | 
IV. ; 


= 


* 


To all that I ſee here before me, 
The bottom, the top, and the middle, 

For muſic. we now mult implore you, 

No wedding without pipe and fiddle; | 
If all are in tune, 8 
Pray let it be ſoon; * [ 
My heart i in my boſom is prancing ! | 9 
If your hands ſhould unite, 
' To give us delight, 

O that's the beſt piping and dancing! 
Your plaudits to me are a treaſure, 
Your ſmiles are a dow'r for a lady; 
O joy to you Einfall meaſure, 

So wiſhes, z 4 pray! S MI Dow BRADYs 


N n D. 
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